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r MELVIN? 
you say yoi 
CAN'T FIND 

MAD 

ANYWHERE ? 


IF you HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE TO FIND 
'MAD' ON YOUR LOCAL NEWSSTAND... 

® Look harder/ It mag be at the bottom of the pile... 
or... @ Ask i jour dealer to send threatening letters to 
his wholesaler, demanding MAD... 
or... © Send the attached, subscription coupon which 
gets gou 60£ worth of comic books for 75£... 
or... ©Give up the whole business and spend gour 
dime on something worth while/ 



MAIL THIS COUPON TO: 

ENTERTAINING COMICS GROUP 
225 LAFAYETTE STREET, ROOM 70 b 
NEW YORK 12, NEW YORK 
Please send me the next six issues 
of MAD (mailed in strong Manila 
envelopes) for which I enclose ISf. 



Overhead, the sky is a dismal grey a distant rumble of thunder seems to mutter the threat of a 

COMING STORM. THERE IS A DEATH-SILENCE HANGING OVER THE CEMETERY, BROKEN ONLY BY THE PITIFUL SOBBING OF 
BLACK- DRAPED AGNES WHEATLEY; THE DECEASED MAN'S HOUSEKEEPER. SHE STANDS AT THE FOOT OF THE YAWN- 
ING GRAVE, HER FACE BURIED IN HER HANDKERCHIEF. THE OTHER MOURNERS SHIFT UNCOMFORTABLX WATCHING 
THE GRAVEDIGGERS STEP FORWARD AND BEGIN SHOVELING THE DAMP EARTH BACK I NTO THE EXCAVATION UPON THE 
SIMPLE COFFIN. AN ODDLY SHAPED HEADSTONE RESTS NEARBY, THE OATE OF DEATH RECENTLY CARVED INTO ITS 



It BEGAN ONE NIGHT ON THE HORTON ESTATE WHERE AGNES WHEATLEY 
WAS EMPLOYED AS HOUSEKEEPER. IT BEGAN WITH AN ORANGE GLOW IN 
THE NIGHT SKY- A FIRE , RAMPAGING WILDLY. LEAPING AND CRACKLING, 
CONSUMING THE BOAT-HOUSE DOWN BY THE LAKE... 


TOUCHING SCENE, EH, KIDDIES? H 
TUGS AT YOUR HARO-HEART STRINGS, 
EH? WANT TO KNOW WHY AGNES 
WHEATLEY STANDS BEFORE HER 
FORMER EMPLOYER'S GRAVE, AND 
i SOBS HER EYES OUT? WELL, > 
L HERE'S THE STORY... Vf™. 


S MR. HORTON.' MR. HORTON.' WAKE 
UP.' QUICKLY r OH. LORD.' THE 
BOAT-HOUSE ' IT'S ON EIRE.' IT's 
BURNING.' AND MRS. HORTON... /S. 
— X INSIDE' sob... SOB-J^^ gaa 


r WHAT'! HUH? MRS. 
HORTON f> WHERE * THE 
BOAT- HOUSE ...BURNING ? 
±MY GOD .' SYLVIA.' , 


Alex horton leaped from his bed and ran wildly 

OUT OF HIS PALATIAL MANSION TOWARDS THE ROARING 
INFERNO, MRS. WHEATLEY FOLLOWING ... 


By the time alex reached the boat-house, there 
WAS nothing that could be done... nothing except 
watch the flames level it to a pile of smol- 
PERING BLACKENED RUINS,- 


ARE YOU SURE, AGNES ? ARE 
YOU SURE SHE'S IN THERE) 
|BOH, LORD... 


I'M POSITIVE, 

MR. HORTON i. 


SYLVIA. 


HEAVEN HELP 
■ HER... ^ 



SHE WAS IN THERE, 
ALL RIGHT, MR. HORTON, 
THEY'RE BRINGING 
HER BODY OUT NOW. 

I SUGGEST YOU 


Agnes tried to discourage mr. 

HORTON. ., 


...And so for the last time, 

MR. HORTON GAZED UPON THE 
CHARRED REMAINS OF HIS BELOVED 




It BEGAN ONE NIGHT ON THE HORTON ESTATE WHERE AGNES WHEATLEY 
WAS EMPLOYED AS HOUSEKEEPER. IT BEGAN WITH AN ORANGE GLOW IN 
THE NIGHT SKY- A FIRE , RAMPAGING WILDLY. LEAPING AND CRACKLING, 
CONSUMING THE BOAT-HOUSE DOWN BY THE LAKE... 


TOUCHING SCENE, EH, KIDDIES? H 
TUGS AT YOUR HARD-HEART STRINGS, 
EH? WANT TO KNOW WHY AGNES 
WHEATLEY STANDS BEFORE HER 
FORMER EMPLOYER'S GRAVE, AND 
i SOBS HER EYES OUT? WELL, V 
L HERE'S THE STORY... 


S MR. HORTON.’’ MR. HORTON.' WAKE 
UP.' QUICKLY r OH. LORD.' THE 
BOAT-HOUSE.' IT'S ON FIRE.' IT’s 
BURNING ' AND MRS. HORTON... IS • 
— X INSIDE.' 


Y' WHAT? HUH? MRS. 
HORTON 9 WHERE * THE 
BOAT- HOUSE-. BURNING ? 
k MY GOD.' SYLVIA.' . 


Alex horton leaped from his bed and ran wildly 

OUT OF HIS PALATIAL MANSION TOWARDS THE ROARING 
INFERNO, MRS. WHEATLEY FOLLOWING ... 


By THE TIME ALEX REACHED THE BOAT-HOUSE.THERE 
WAS NOTHING THAT COULD BE DONE... NOTHING EXCEPT 
WATCH THE FLAMES LEVEL IT TO A PILE OF SMOL- 
DERING BLACKENED RUINS... 


ARE YOU SURE, AGNES ? ARE 
you SURE SHE'S IN THERE? 
■ OH, LORD... 


I'M POSITIVE. 

MR. HORTON' 


SYLVIA. 




...And so for the last time. 


SHE WAS IN THERE, 
ALL RIGHT, MR. HORTON, 
THEY'RE BRINGING 
HER BODY OUT NOW. 

I SUGGEST YOU 


Agnes tried to discourage mr. 

HORTON... 






... A LARGE DOUBLE STONE. WITH my 
WIFE ‘S NAME ON THE RIGHT... MINE 
A3 in UFE . . . 


STAND, MR. 
HORTON.. 


ON THE LEFT...SQ THAT. 

WE WILL AGAIN BE SIDE BY SIDE... IN 
-TETERNAL DEATH.' ^-gr 


And every Sunday, agnes would accompany mr, 

HORTON TO THE CEMETERY AND STAND AND WATCH 
HIM PLACE FLOWERS BEFORE THE HUGE DOUBLE STONE 


AND LISTE>LI0iilLSMV01£JL 


ON THE Lfcf T, 


T SOMEDAY, WE'LL BE TOGETHER 
AGAIN, SYLVIA. SOMEDAY... a 


' OF COURSE, 
MR. HORTON. 


YES. YES. EXACTLY what i WANTED. 

YOU WILL MAKE ARRANGEMENTS TO 

HAVE IT PLACED UPON MY T 

CEMETERY PLOT. . . J "^9 


Alex horton mao been a devoted husband, he'd 
LOVED HIS WIFE DEARLY. HE'O TAKEN HER LOSS VERY 
HARD, SHUTTING HIMSELF AWAY FROM HIS BUSINESS, HIS 
FRIENDS, THE WORLD, TO MOURN HER- AGNES WHEATLEY 
TRIED HER BEST TO COMFORT HIM.. 


In LIFE, ALEX HAD BEEN LOATH TO LEAVE SYLVIA'S. 
SIDE. . EVEN FOR THE SHORT BUSINESS TRIPS HE'D 
BEEN FORCED TO MAKE. AFTER HER DEATH, HE'O 
ORDERED A SPECIAL GRAVESTONE... 


IT'S BEEN A MONTH SINCE THE ^ 
FUNERAL, MR. HORTON. YOU CAN T 
JUST Sir AROUND LINE THIS. > 
YOU CAN'T CHANGE THINGS. 1 
YOU'RE STILL Y0UN6. . .STILL Jg 

Titbb alive... ■ 


NO? I'M DEAD, 
AGNES' MY 
LIFE HAS 
LEFT ME. 

IT LIES ^ 

BURIED > 

IN THE 
CEMETERY 
OUT THERE.. J 


Agnes opened the door for 

MITCH WHEN HE WAS ABOUT TO 
LEAVE. ALEX NEVER NOTICED THE 


The double monument had been executed with 
SYLVIA'S NAME, BIRTH- DATE AND DEATH-DATE 
INSCRIBED ON THE RIGHT. AND ALEX'S NAME AND BIRTH- DATE 
WITH A BLANK SPACE FOR HIS OEATH-DATE, 


One night, mitch fairchilo 

VISITED ALEX. MITCH WAS THE 
HORTON'S LAWYER... 


I LL GIVE YOU A \ 
RING IN A DAY 1 
OR SO. I'LL > 

PROBABLY GIVE 
IT ALL TO SOME 
CHARITY. NOW. 

IT DOESN'T > 
MATTER ANY- r 
-I MORE... y 


' SOME 
CHARITY /? 
ER...WELL, 

SUIT YOUR- 
SELF, ALEX. 
IT'S YOUR 
MONEY... 



Alex stared at his housekeeper. 


IT WAS ON THE FOLLOWING SUNDAY AT THE CEMETERY 
THAT AGNES BROKE DOWN. SHE'D BEEN WATCHiNG HER 
EMPLOYER, LISTENING TO HIS SAD VOICE, AND FINALLY, 


WHAT... WHAT 
RE YOU SAYING, 
AGNES? j—r 


f SHE DOESN'T DESERVE THIS. 
SHE DECEIVED YOU AND SHE 
DOESN'T MERIT YOUR GRIEF. X 
CAN'T LET YOU GO ON LIKE , 
THIS. YOU'VE GOT TO KNOW ) v 
[ — t THE TRUTH f ts . J 


SHE BURST OUT CRYING. 


SOMEDAY, WE’LL 
BE TOGETHER AGAIN, 
SYLVIA. SOMEDAY 


STOP IT.' STOP IT ! 
1 1 CAN'T STAND THIS 
ANY LONGER. SHE 

doesn't deserve 
, THIS. . . , 


teNES-TURNEP AWAY. SOBBING. 


NO (NOT 


NOf IT'S THE TRUTH. \ 
SHE WAS CARRYING 
ON WITH Hm. ..BEHIND 
YOUR BACK. I NEVER 7 
TOLD YOU BECAUSE \ 
I WANTED TO PROTECT 
YOU. I DIDN'T WANT J 
TO SEE YOU HURT.../ 


IT WAS MR. FAIRCHILD.. 
YOUR LAWYER. SHE 
USED TO MEET HIM... ' 
IN THE BOAT-HOUSE... 
AFTER YOU'D GONE TO, jL 
SLEEP... 


SHE NEVER LOVED YOU. T YOU'RE I 
SHE MARRIED YOU TO^Jly/NG 
YOUR MONEY . SHE 
^LOVED SOMEONE Jf r 


I IT ISN'T 
r TRUE. _ 




'Only, when mitch LEFT, she 
CONTINUED TO ORINK, INSTEAO OF 
SNEAKING BACK TO THE HOUSE AS 1*0 
WATCHED HER DO SO MANY TIMES 
BEFORE. SHE PASSED OUT, KNOCK* 
ING OVER THE HUPP/CANE LAMP.'.. 


IES‘S VOICE WAS FILLED 


| AND AGAIN, UNBELIEVINGLY. 


HATE- 


ONLY SHE PUINED IT ALL... ^ 
THAT NIGNT SHE DIED. THEY'D 
BEEN TOGETHER... AS USUAL... 
m DRINKING and.,506... 


I COULD HAVE SAVED HER. 
BUT I ...SOB... I LET HER 
DIE / SHE DESERVED IT... 
SOB. SHE WAS NO GOOD. 
ANO SHE DOESN'T 
DESERVE TOUR T^J. 
-1 GRIEF.. SwW* 


AGNES' I- 1 DON'T 
KNOW WHAT TO SAT.' 

THIS... THIS IS SUCH A 

r SHOCK TO ME' 


I’VE BEEN A GOOD AND FAITHFUL 
SERVANT TO YOU, MR. HORTON. 

IF... IF YOU WANT, YOU CAN TURN \ 
ME OVER TO THE POLICE. I'VE ), 
DONE WRONG. 1 guess. 


T NO. AGNES' YOU 
) DID RIGHT. IT’S 
JUST THAT I WAS 
so BLIND. ..so \ 
' VERY BL/ND. J 


That night, alex horton returneo to the ceme- 
tery WHERE SYLVIA LAY BURIED. HE CARRIED WITH 
HIM A CHISEL ANO MALLET. SAVAGELY, HE SPLIT 
THE DOUBLE GRAVESTONE IN TWO... 



Then he returned home and 

MADE OUT A NEW WILL. NAMING 
AGNES WHEATLEY, HIS FAITHFUL 


The CHAUFFEUR AND HIS WIFE 
WERE AROUSED THAT NIGHT AND 
REQUESTED BY MR. HORTON TO 


HOUSEKEEPER. AS SOLE BENEFICIARY. 


f ...AND SO, IN GRATITUDE, ^ 
I LEAVE ALL OF MY ESTATE 
TO MISS ASHES WHEATLEY, 
WHO. THROUGH THE YEARS, HAS 
PROVEN HERSELF... 


'l'* SORRY TO 
DISTURB YOU 
AT THIS HOUR. 


' OH, THAT'S 
ALLRIGHT.MR. 
HORTON ? IS 
THIS WHERE 
II SIGN? 




HEH.HEH. SO NOW 'tOU RHOW THE 
EVENTS LEADING UP TO OUR TOUCHING 
LITTLE SOB-SCENE, EH, KIDDIES? 

NOW YOU KNOW AGNES WHEATLEY 
CRIES HER HEART OUT BEFORE ALEX 
HORTON'S GRAVE. WOULDN'T YOU 
CRY IF YOU'D BEEN LEFT THREE 
HUHDRED THOUSAHD DOLLARS 9 

" \NO? TCH...TCH. . . I ^ 



The gravediggers have refilled the grave and the mourners 

WAIT FOR AGNES TO LEAVE. BUT SHE DOES NOT TURN. SHE JUSTSTANOS 
THERE BEFORE THE MOUND WITH THE JAGGEO-EDGED GRAVESTONE AT 



Mitch fairchild, the lawyer, steps forwaro. 


T HE MOURNERS FILE OFF, AND AGNES STANOS WITH 
HER HEAD IN HER HANDS, SOBBING QUIETLY... 


GO AHEAD, ALL OF YOU 




Agnes lifts her heao.a broad 

SMILE ON HER FACE... 


HE FELL FOR 'S/ WE HAD TO 
THAT STORY I \ 00 SOMETHING 
SPUN HIM ABOUT YTHE FOOL WAS 
HIS WIFE BEING ) GOING TO 
UNFAITHFUL... J LEAVE THE \ 
rx, DOUGH TO 

'& / V L charity^A 


I'VE GOT TO 
HAND IT TO 
YOU, AGGIE' 



WORK WOULD HAVE 
BEEN WASTED. 'ME 
WOULD'VE T/ED 
UP 
HER 
BOAT-HOUSE AND 
SET FIRE TO IT 
FOR N OTH / N6 f 



I TOLD HIM SHE'D BEEN MEETING - ^ THAT'S A LAUGH. 
YOU AT THE BOAT-HOUSE f AND WE SPILLED ENOUGH 
THAT THE NIGHT SHE DIED, SHE'D J KEROSENE AROUND 
GOTTEN DRUNK ANO KNOCKED THE PLACE TO FILL 
OVER A HURRICANE LAMP... )i UP FIFTY LAMPEl 


THIS LETTER / THIS LETTER 
YOU WROTE TO MEf I ___> 
SHOWED IT TO HIM. I \ I 
TOLO HIM YOU WROTE I _ 
IT TO SYLVIA. ..HIS J. 

• — r WIFE f 


' YOU MEAN.. MAH... 
YOU MEAN I WAS 
SUPPOSED TO BE 
SYLVIA'S LOVER 1 



THE POOR STUPID FOOL. HE WAS SO 
ANGRY, HE CAME OUT HERE AND SPLIT 
THAT DOUBLE MONUMENT IN TWO. HE . 
LEFT WORD THAT HE WANTED TO BE \ 
BURIED AT THE OTHER END OF THE K 
' CEMETERY WITH HIS HALF. . J 



Their laughter faded and the grey sky seemed 

TO HANG HEAVIER... AND ONCE AGAIN CAME A DISTANT 
RUMBLE OF THUNOER, MUTTERING THE WARNING OF 



Death is a strange state . the boot lies immobile. 
DECAYING, FALLING TO DUST. WORDS THAT THE BODY 
HEARS TAKE TIME TO PENETRATE INTO THE DEAD 
BRAIN... TAKE TIME TO BE ASSIMILATED... TAKE TIME FOR 
THEIR MEANING TO BE UNDERSTOOD. IT WAS OVER SIX 
MONTHS LATER THAT THE THREATENED STORM 
FINALLY BROKE. THE SOFT GRAVE EARTH BEFORE THE 
JAGGED HEADSTONE CRUMBLED... THE BOOY PUSHED 


The THING MOvEO AWKWARDLY FORWARD.. STUMBLING 
ON DECAYED LEGS COVERED WITH SLIME... ■ - ~ 


l ITS OF FLESH FELL 


AS IT TOTTERED OVER 


AS THE FRENCH DOORS SMASHED OPEN AND THE ROTTED 
AND FOUL-SMELLING THING CAME THROUGH, MITCH AND 
AGNES SCREAMED... 


THE COUNTRYSIDE. 


FINALLY IT STOOO BEFORE THE 
HORTON MANSION, GRINNING IN AT THE COUPLE 
SEATED BEFORE THE FIRE... 



They found the lawyer's and the housekeeper’s booies in the 

CEMETERY THE NEXT MORNING, LYING GROTESQUELY BESIDE THE 
OOUBLE GRAVESTONE THAT HAD BEEN CAREFULLY FITTED TOGETHER 


HEH.HEH. YEP, KIDDIES. SYLVIA AND 
ALEX ARE SIDE BY S/DE ACAIN... 

IN DEATH. AS IN LIFE. AND, UNLESS 
ONE LOOKS CASE FULLY THESE DAYS, 
ONE CAN HARDLY TELL THAT THEIR 
DOUBLE ORAVESTONE WAS EVER 
SPLIT IN TWO. WELL, I'LL BE BACK 
A LITTLE LATER WITH ANOTHER 
TERROR-TALE from MY COLLECTION. 
J now. THE CRYPT - 
1 KEEPER AWAITS WITH 
I HIS ODOROUS OFFER- 
V INC. IN THE MEANTIME... 
■ AS THE PROSPECTIVE 
\ MURDER VICTIM SAID 
A TO His ASSAILANT 

ll^Y WHEN HE SAW ™ E 

SO LONO 9 1 



T HE SKY HAD ALREADY BEGUN TO DARKEN WHEN THE 
CHILDREN, DRESSED IMPECCABLY IN THEIR BEST SUNDAY 
CLOTHES, CAME SLOWLY UP THE STREET, CARRYING THE 
CRUDE WOODEN COFFIN ON THEIR SMALL SHOULDERS. 
THEIR LITTLE MOUTHS WERE SET GRIMLY... THEIR EYES 
GLISTENING WITH TEARS. MR. COOTES LOOKED UP FROM 
HIS GARDENING WORK AND GRINNED- ^ i. 

HMk well, ill be dunned... ) s f . I 


Mr. cootes 


THE ROCKER ON THE FRONT PORCH— 

LOOK AT Y' HUMP 

Ss/SgsW them curbin' nos, where, 

WILL YOU .'? THEY'RE I EDWIN ? 
T d HAVI,/ A REGULAR / WE'LL 
^/S^EUHERRL ? /l‘LL BE.. 




Herbert draper, the cootes's next door neighbor 


Clara cootes rose, stretched, eased herself 
down the porch steps, and stood beside her CHUCK - 


AND THE TOWN'S SOLE UNDERTAKER, SHOOK HIS HEAD IN 
AMAZEMENT AS THE GRIM ENTOURAGE MOVED PAST HIS 
FRONT YARD... 1 — ^ ' 


LING HUS8AN0. 


AIN'T THAT THE CUTEST 
THING YOU EVER SAW, 
CLARA? I'LL BET SOME 
PET CAT OR DOG got / 
ITSELF Kl LLED AN S 

THEY'RE BURY IN' ITf 


KIDS ARE ALWAYS] SO 
DOIN' CUTE THINGS! THEY 
LIKE THAT, EDWIN' WENT 
AREN'T THEY 
DARLING f 


why... WENT AN' HELD THAT N 

FUNERAL THEY SAID THEY WANTED 
TO HOLD, MRS. COOTES. I THOUGHT 
THEY WAS KIDD IN'S r— — — 4 


WENT AND DID 
WHAT, MR. 

J. DRAPER? A 


DONE 


LAUGHED AT MR. DRAPER. 


WELI FIRST OF ALL, \ , 

YOU GOTTA MAKE A NICE V 
COFFIN OUTTA PINE. I 
THEN EVERYBODY GETS A 
ORESSEO UP REAL FINE 1} 
in THEIR SUNDAY BEST 
and YOU CARRY THE COF- 
FIN TO THE GRAVEYARD.. 


THEY'RE ' 
HORNIN’ IN 
ON YOUR 
RACKET, EH, J 
HERB? / 


? FUNNY THING, 
EDf THEY STOPPED 
BY THE PARLOR 
THIS AFTERNOON. 
STARTED ASKIN' 1 
ALL KINDS OF \ 
QUESTIONS, t 


\ WE'RE GONNA 
) HAVE ONE, MR. 
DRAPER. TELL 
US WHAT WE'RE 
.S'POSED T'DOf 


WHY THE SUDDEN 
INTEREST IN THE 
DETAILS OF / 
FUNERAL V 
CEREMONIES, Ih, 
. kids? Me 


GOOD ENOUGH, I CUES?. LET'S SEE- 
THEN YOU DIG A HOLE a NQ PUT 
THE COFFIN IN and somebody ^ 
SAYS SOME NICE WORDS ABOUT 1 
THE DEPARTED AND YOU FILL UP J 
THE HOLE AND PUT SOME A 
FLOWERS ON IT AND YOU'RE 
mb ALL DONE 


^ GEE, MR. 

/ DRAPER. THANKS / 
THANKS A LOT... 


Mr. draper shook his head, staring after the 

SAD LITTLE GROUP... f p*' =-«■ 

i| g r I NEVER THOUGHT THEY WAS 
Jj[7 SERIOUS, THOUGH . I THOUGHT 
THEY was PULLIN' MY LEG. 

\ HMMM ' L OOK AT 'EM f 4 


WELL, FOR > 
CRY/ N‘ OUT 
LOUDf WHAT'S 
GOIN'ON? j 



' wi ...BURY 

IT, I GUESS. 
THERE'S NOTHIN' 
ELSE YOU 
CAN DO? 


YEAH, DOC ER... 
AN' WHAT DO YOU 
DO WITH SOME- 
THIN' IF IT IS 
. OEAO? 


SCRATCHED HIS HEAD AS HE STARED 
AT THE PROCESSION MOVING ALONG 
THE STREET IN THE GATHERING 
TWILIGHT... == = 

oh, EVENIN', DOC fyo u know.they 
that's SOMETHIN', ) WERE IN MY 
EH? THE KIDS ARE \ OFFICE THIS 
HAVIN' A FUNERAL.') AFTERNOON.. 
EO SAYS SOME 
DOG r • ' : ' ' 


HOW CAN YOU 
TELL WHEN 
SOMETHIN'S 
DEAD, DOC? 


WELL... ITS ^ 

f HEART STOPS 
BEATING, KIDS' 
why. ..SOME- 
THIN' DIE? A 


DOC STACEY SHRUGGED AS THE PROCESSION PASSED 


Frank 


8UN0AGE.THE TOWN'S CANOYSTORE OWNER.STOOO 
ON HIS FRONT STEPS STARING AT THE SILENT, SAD-EYED 

CHILDREN •Ne ~- 

f OH, EVENIN' FRANK ! 

I YOU SAY SOMETHIN'? 


ON UP THE DARKENED STREET. 


POOR KIDS? THEY TAKE '\V'wHY...A DOt 
EVERYTHIN' SO SERIOUS \ I-I THINK. 

THESE DAYS. WHAT YOU SAY 
IT WAS THAT DIED, HERB? J 


FI SAID THEY'RE MORBID 
KIDS... THAT'S what r 
SAID, DOC. ALWAYS / 
INTERESTED IN DEATH jtk 

V^and oy/n:.. 


loc STACEY JUST GRINNED. 


Why, just t'other day they all stopped oown 

AT MY STORE AND THEN ONE OF 'EM SAW THEM HEAD- 
LINES-YOU KNOW..* ' 

m LOOK.' 7 'KILLER EXECUTED? 

± DIES IN CHAIR 1 .' 


IT'S PERFECTLY NORMAL FOR KIDS 
THEIR AGE TO BE CURIOUS ABOUT 
DEATH, frank. AFTER ALL, IT 
IS ONE OF LIFE'S UNSOLVABLE . 
MYSTERIES. ^4 


r NOT NATURAL 
DYIN\ doc. 
THEY'RE / 
INTERESTED \ 
IN VIOLENT 
V DY/N'f A 


GEE.' LET'S 
BUY A 
COPY' I GOT 

A PENNY... 


- ... .. ... 

i 










’Between tm they scraped up the nickle and 

BOUGHT A COPY OF THE PAPER-/ | 


GUESS MAYBE YOU'RE RIGHT, 
FRANK. BUT THEY SURE 
WERE INTERESTED. THEY 
BROUGHT ME THE PAPER ... 
ASKED ME ALL ABOUT IT- A 


I TELL YOU, IT AIN'T « 
NATURAL FOR kids to 
BE SO MORBID ABOUT 
SOME MANIAC GETTIN' 
ELECTROCUTED. / 


George sparkman, the town electrician, 

GRINNED OVER THE PICKET FENCE THAT 
SEPARATED HIS AND FRANK BUNDAGE'S 
FRONT YARDS ... 

OH , EVENIN', GEORGE ? ^ 

YOU SAY THEY ASKED 
YOU 'BOUT THAT STORY... 


THANKS, 


YEP. WHY IT'S JUST ' 
LIKE GETTIN' STRUCK 
BY L/GHTN/N', OR a 
STEPPIN' ON A 
LIVE W/RE... WPS 


SPARKMAN? 


WHY IT SENDS THOU- 
SANDS OF VOLTS 
THROUGH THE BOOY, 
KIDS. THE SHOCK 
PARALYZES THE 
HEART.. STOPS 
EVERYTHIN' from 
FUNCTIONIN'... . 


YEP. WANTED 
TO KNOW HOW 
AN ELECTRIC 
CHAIR KILLS 
^SOMEBODY... 


[The procession hao almost reached the lot, now. 


Matilda priddy, schoolteacher, came up the walk 
FROM THE BACK OF HER HOUSE...|j= = L - ::: - » 


STRANGE. THEY BROUGHT THE 
PAPER TO CLASS YESTERDAY.. 
OR WAS IT THE DAY BEFORE. 
THEY... THEY... WHAT'S GOING 
!•» ON THERE? 


YEP, THEY SURE WERE INTERESTED 
IN THAT NEWSPAPER STORY... a 


F YOU MEAN THE 
ONE ABOUT THE 

ELECTROCUTION, 

MR. SPARKMAN? 






WHAT'S CAPITAL 7 IT'S PUNISH - 
PUNISHMENT, ) MENT FOR* 
MISS PRIOOY? / CAPITAL 
- OFFENSE LIKF 

— ^ MURDER, FOR 

\ ■ - "f INSTANCE. 


‘Oh, YES f THEY BROUGHT THAT ARTI- 
CLE ABOUT THE ELECTROCUTION TO 
ME. THEY WANTED TO KNOW- ‘ 


HERB DRA PER \ 
TOLD DOC 4 
STACEY THEY’RE 
BURY/N ' A DOG.. 


OH, ISN'T THAT 
TOO BAD. ER... 
WHAT was I 
SAYING...? 


WHY does heV because we 

HAVE TO DIE. I BELIEVE IN J 
MISS PRIOOY?^ CAPITAL 

PUNISHMENT in 
■B THIS STATE. 

; < MHOREN 


NO, AND I THINK THAT'S ENOUGH f 
x'M NO LAWYER, now if you'll . 
OPEN YOUR SPELLERS TO... / 


IF SOMEONE TAKES SOMEONE 
ELSE'S LIFE, then the ^ 

STATE takes THE GUILTY 
PARTY'S LIFE in PUNISH- LA 
MENT' 


FiS ROBBING SOME- 
BODY a CAPITAL 
OFFENSE, MISS priooy? 


JT ABOUT... ABOUT 
I CAPITAL 
PUNISHMENT ? 


WELL THEY SURE WERE INTERESTED 
IN LAW. THEY CAME TO MY OFFICE 
YESTEROAY ASKIN' ALL KINDS OFE 
QUESTIONS... r— 


Lawyer sye shuster's booming voice interrupted 

MISS PRIODY'S NARRATIVE ... - ^ 


I oio NO SUCH 
THING. MR. SHUSTER! 


SO YOU SENT THOSE KIDS 
TO ME, MISS PRIOOY? . 




.AWYER SHUSTER GRINNED. 


OH, NO.' ONLY A 
CAPITAL CRIME 
IS PUNISHABLE BY 
DEATH. LIKE 
MURDER... OR 
KIDNAPPING' / 


W KIDNAPPING? 
WHAT'S 

KIDNAPPING? 


SO I HAD TO EXPLAIN^WELL I ] 
ALL ABOUT KIDNAP - DIDN'T 
PING TO THEM. LOST / SEND 
OVER AN HOUR... A THEM. 
THANKS TO YOU, MR. SHUSTER: 
MISS PRIOOY . A OH, LOOK... 


OF COURSE.IT DEPENDS f THEN A 

upon THE JUDGE y ROBBER 

WHO SENTENCES DOESN'T HAVE 
. HIM. TO DIE IN THE , 

electric a 

CHAIR 9 


Slowly, they dropped the coffin from their 

SHOULDERS ANO LOWERED IT INTO THE YAWNING HOLE. 


NOW. THEY STOOP SOLEMNLY BEFORE THE CRUDELY DUG 


so SERIOUS, 
TOO... 


JURY TRIALS 


Lawyer shuster leaned on his neighbor's fence, 
WATCHING THE CEREMONY- 

( KIDS SURE DO STRANGE 
^ l THINGS THESE OAYS, EH, 

~Z- JUDGE DELANEY... — ■ 


THOSE KIDS came to SEE 
ME IN MY CHAMBERS YESTER- 
DAY. THEY WANTED TO KNOW 
ALL ABOUT JURY TRIALS.' A 


WHY? 


FUNNY THING 
YOU SHOULD 
MENTION THAI 
. SVEf 





Mrs. philips came up the street, calling her six 

YEAR OLD SON’S NAME. SHE STOPPED FOR A MOMENT; 
STUDYING THE GRIM GROUP OF FOUR THROUGH SEVEN 
YEAR OLDS STANDING IN THE EMPTY LOT... 


NOW, THE SOLEMN-FACEO MOURNERS WERE SHOVELING 
THE SOIL BACK INTO THE GRAVE UPON THE ROUGHLY 
HEWN COFFIN. JUDGE DELANEY SHRUGGED... 


r FREDDY.' 
FRE-D-DYf 
WHERE ARE A 
*YO u * 


SEARCH ME f X TRIED TO tell 
’EM as BEST X COULD, kept it , 
SIMPLE THEY SEEMED TO A 
-gj UHDERSTAHD. . . 


isn't FREDDY WITH \ I'm AFRAID NOT, ^ 
THEM, MRS. PHILLIPS? ) JUDGE DELANEY. 

^ THE KIDS DON'T SPEAK 
TO FREDDY ANY MORE.. 


I TOLD THEM THAT WHEN SOMEONE I 
STEALS SOMEOHE ELSE'S CHILD, 
THAT'S KIDNAPPING 'sSBawHM 


Judge delaney stared at the 

LITTLE GROUP TAMPING DOWN 

TH E FRESH GRAVE. .. | | SBifcUaji 

BBT SHUSTER / WHATj HUH? 
I Hf DID YOU TELL J WHY... 
MBa THEM ABOUT WHY... 

V KIDNAPPING? ) \ > 


OH? wh 
NOT? 


S WELL... FREDDY A 
TOOK SOMETHING / 
FROM ONE OF THEM.. . 
AND THEY’VE NEVER 
FORGIVEN HIM 

v FOR ITf y 


HEH.HEH.' WELL, KIDDIES. THAT’S MY 

YELP YARN. SHOCKING? that’s 
WHAT FREDDY SAID WHEN THEY PUSHED 
HIM INTO THE LIVE WIRE. NOWIT’S 
TIME TO TURN YOU BACK TO V.K. . 

I'LL see you NEXT in the OLD 
WITCH’S REEK-RAG, the HAUNT OF 
FEAR. IN THE meantime... as the 
GHOUL SAID WHEN he stuck the 
^ ^ REMAINS OF 

his latest 
•FT mm victim into 
, T the deep 

■ Jt , ' nOmAl FREEZE . 

1 'KEEP WELL f . 


Mrs. philips shuddered, a dead silence seemed to fall upon 

THE DARKENED STREET. A BREEZE STIRRED, MOVING ALONG, MAKING 
THE OTHERS SHIVER IN ITS CHILL. THE LAWYER... THE TEACHER 
THE ELECTRICIAN THE REST. M R S, PHILIPS WHISPERED ..HQRRIFIED- 


IT IT WAS EMMA LOU'S DOLL f f CHOKE 


GOOD. 

LORD. 


THAT FREDDY TOOK' HE ...HE 

WOULDN'T GIVE IT RACK. 


Across the street, in the empty lot, one of the children 

WAS SAYING SOME WORDS OVER THE GRAVE OF THE DEPARTED. ■ . 



WE AT E C. ARE PROUDEST 
OF OUR SCIENCE - FICTION 
MAGAZINES! LOOK FOR... 



© LOOK FOR 
_ THESE SEDIS 
UIHEO VOUBUV! 

THEY ARE YOUR ASSURANCE OF TOP 
ENTERTAINMENT ...FOUND ONIY ON 
THE FOLLOWING E'.C. MAGAZINES: 
TALES FROM THE CRYPT 
HAUNT OF FEAR • VAULT OF HORROR 
SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES 
CRIME SUSPENSTORIES 
TWO-FISTED TALES • FRONTLINE COMBAT 
MAD 

WEIRD SCIENCE • WEIRD FANTASY 
AND THE 2 SC ANNUAL ANTHOLOGIES: 
WEIRD SCIENCE-FANTASY 
TWO-FISTED ANNUAL . TALES OF TERROR 


WRECKER 


Carlson squinted through the tiny 
cab window: Jaffrey was on the other 
side of the skeletal structure, working 
over the wall which Carlson’s wreck- 
er had just demolished. Twelve stor- 
ies up like this, Carlson thought, a fall 
would prove instantly fatal. And no 
one could say that the wrecking ma- 
chine hadn't gotten out of Carlson's 
control. Jaffrey's death would be list- 
ed as accidental . . . one of the things 
that made wrecking such a danger- 
ous profession! 

Carlson sighted along the derrick- 
like arm projecting in front of his cab, 
intent on the steel cable which hung 
from the towering derrick. The iron 
ball dangling at the end of the metal 
line was immense: ponderous 
enough, when crashed against a 
wall, to reduce concrete to dust. One 
swipe would certainly send Jaffrey 
spinning over the side of the half-de- 
molished building! 

Carlson's fist tightened on the con- 
trol knob. ..the derrick slowly moved 
and the heavy iron ball began to 
swing like a gargantuan pendulum. 
Now its arc brought it fifteen yards 
from Jaffrey . . . now ten . . . now five. 
Another delicate turn of the knob and 
the derrick was precisely where it 
must be if the wrecking ball was to 
crash into Jaffrey . . . 

There was a sickening crunch, a 
sharp scream of agony and desper- 






ately flailing arms. Even as the work- 
ers turned in dismay, Carlson leaped 
from the cab and peered down 
through the girders. A momentary 
flash, like that of a figure fading away 
as it dropped, told the story of Jaf- 
frey's plunge to the street far below. 
Slowly Carlson straightened up, a 
smile of triumph flickering across his 
face. Now there'd be no more trouble 
from Jaffrey . . . Carlson was once 
again the unchallenged boss of this 
labor gang! 

He turned and, out of the corner 
of his eye, saw the steel cable plung- 
ing toward him! He tried to scramble 
out of the way, cursing himself for 
moving from the cab in order to watch 
Jaffrey'sfall. Overhead Carlson heard 
an ominous roar: saw the cable 
slashing toward him with incredible 
speed . . . 

Suddenly he felt a searing stab of 
pain at his throat. He was aware of 
being lifted bodily and hurled flat 
against the wooden scaffolding of the 
temporary floor. Before he could 
scream aloud he was conscious of the 
fiery agony running like wild flame 
through his throat ... of seeing blood 
pouring darkly over his eyeballs. 
Weakly he tried to touch his tortured 
neck, to soothe the skin that felt as if 
it had been mangled raw. Then black- 
ness closed in on Carlson like a sti- 
fling shroud . . . 

A minute later, the workers stood 
solemnly over Carlson's crumpled 
body. "T-That steel cable,” one man 
whispered, "it wrapped around his 
throat like a hangman's noose! T- 
Tore through his skin the way a knife 
cuts through butter! I-I never saw a 
man's head cut off so quickly!” 




N». 2 — Amojlng Discoveries No 2 — Europe's Strugg’e for 

about Food & Health, IS# Civilization. J5^ 


144 BIG PAGES IN 
FULL COLOR 

Containing the complete 
story of the Life of Christ 
and Peter and Paul and 
the founding of the Early 
Christian Church. Included 
are maps showing Palestine 
at the time of Jesus and 
chronological indexes of 
principal events and Scrip- 
ture references to episodes 
illustrated. 


232 BIG PAGES IN 
FULL COLOR 

Here under one cover, in 
full color continuity, re- 
edited and arrange^, in 
chronological order, an; all 
(be st oriel of I be 0l<( Tei- 
lament heroei from the 
four issues of the magazine. 
Printed in four colors 
throughout and bound 
with brightly varnished 
heavy board covers. 
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THE VAULT- KEEPER’S CORNER 


A pox on my mercenary idiot editors! They 
have just informed me that they desire to take 
over my entire column this issue to announce 
their latest insidious money-grabbing scheme 
to "con" a tew more coins from your ... or 
your old man's . . grimy little piggy bank . . . 
namely, the tormation of a national E.C. tan 
organization! OK , bird-brains . . you're on 
the hot-air!— V.K. 


Thank you, V.K., you old bagel-head, for 
the confidence-inspiring manner in which you 
broke the deliriously happy news to our de- 
liriously happy readers! But before launching 
into -the sordid details of the club, we would 
like to sketch in a little background. We start- 
ed out with two conditions that positively had 
to be met: 

1) Our club would have to be a diiierent 
kind of fan club ... a continuously active club 
that would provide long-range interest, en- 
joyment and benefits for its members! And . . . 

2) Our club would have to be a non-profit 
fan club! The Vault-Keeper to the contrary 
notwithstanding, the only income we at E.C. 
derive ... or care to derive! . . . from our ef- 
forts comes from the newsstand sales of our 
10c mags. We actually Jose a little on subscrip- 
tions, and make very little on the annuals . . . 
both are primarily offered as services to pro- 
mote good will! If you readers want a fan 
club, we're more than happy to oblige . . but, 
again, as a service, not for profit! 

So here's what we've come up with 

1 ) THE NAME: As one reader wrote a while 
back, "E.C. magazines are habit-forming.'' So 
what could be more logical than to call the 
organization, "THE E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB"? 

2) THE SET-UP: The E.C. Fan- Addict Club 
will consist of the national “parent" organiza- 
tion, and local chapters. Everyone who joins 
will be a member of the national organization. 
In addition, any group of five or more pros- 
pective members may join as an authorized 
chapter of the national organization. Each 
such chapter will be assigned a charter num- 
ber. The name and address of the elected 
president ci each authorized chapter Will be 
made available to all members, so that those 
who are not already a member of a chapter 
will be able to join the one nearest them if 
they wish to. 

3) WHAT YOU GET: Each member will re- 
ceive a full-color 7Va by 10Va membership 


certificate, suitable for framing; a wallet-size 
membership identification card; a striking 
membership patch for sweaters, jackets, etc.; 
and a very distinguished-looking member- 
ship pin! 

4) COST OF JOINING: Membership in THE 
E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB will set you back two 
bits . . . 25c! This 25c represents the exact cost 
to us (plus or minus a fraction of a cent!) of 
one envelope, one stamp, and the above men- 
tioned four items . . . certificate, card, patch, 
and pin! (The cost of Ruby's and Nancy's lov- 
ing labor in packing and mailing is lovingly 
donated by E.C.) 

5) POSSIBLE FUTURE PLANS: We are con- 
sidering publishing an E.C. FAN-ADDICT 
CLUB BULLETIN, containing such features as 
national and local chapter news; advance in- 
side information on new titles, future stories, 
and special issues, etc.; articles and stories 
submitted by members; and a "back-issue 
trading post!" Only club members would be 
eligible to subscribe, with the price and fre- 
quency of publication yet to be decided upon. 

We are also considering some sort of "E.C. 
Surprise-of-the-Month" plan for members. 
What the surprises might be, and what we 
might have to clip you for THIS one, is also 
as yet undetermined. 

6) IF YOU'RE STILL INTERESTED: For an 
individual membership, send 25c, along with 
your clearly printed name and address, to: 

THE E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB 
Room 706 

225 Lafayette Street 
N.Y.C. 12. N.Y 

If five or more of you wish to join as an au- 
thorized chapter, enclose each member's 
name and address, along with 25c for each 
name, and indicate the name of the elected 
president. We will notify each president 'of 
his chapter's charter number but each 
chapter member will receive his membership 
credentials, etc., individually 

So that's it! Meet new friends. Make new 
enemies. See the world. Spend money. loin 
THE E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB ! I ! 

(In honor of the occasion, we will forego 
the usual subscription plug that 6 issues of 
this, or any other E.C. mag, cost 75c.— ed.) 






OF TERROR. I CALL IT 


AFTERNOON, STRANGER. ' 
MY NAME'S MOULTON. I'm 
SHERIFF OF HILLDALE.J 
KIN IHELPIOVl J&k 


Sheriff moulton eyed the old doctor suspiciously.. 


T LISTEN, STRANGER I'M FULL P h i s IS NO CRACK- 
UP TO HERE WITH CRACKPOT J POT THEORY, 
THEORIES 'BOUT THEM SHERIFF 1 HAVE 

_ MURDERS. the ANSWER, the 

r L s : V - 


Doc SWANSON STARED AT THE DISTANT RUN-DOWN 
BOARDED-UP OLD MANSION FOR A FEW MINUTES. THEN 
HE SHRUGGED, SLOWLY PICKED UP HIS BAG, AND STARTED 
WEARILY DOWN THE DESERTED DUSTY MAIN STREET AS 
HE'D STOP BEFORE EACH BUILDING AND STORE, HE'D 
SMILE OR FROWN OR SHAKE HIS HEAD SADLY AND MOVE 
ON. THEN, HE CAME TO THE BUILDING HE WAS LOOKING 
FOR. HE ENTERED. . 


I CAME TO HELP 
YOU, SHERIFF MOULTONf 
I CAME ABOUT THE 
MURDERS YOU BEEN 
HAVIN ! I THINK I 
I KNOW WHO'S DOIN' 

I ‘EM/ of course 
IT'S ONLY A THEORY... 


The newspaper stories and word-of-mouth rumors 
THAT HAD BEEN COMING OUT OF THE TERRORIZED TOWN 
OF HILLDALE HAD DEEPLY DISTURBED OLD DOCTOR 
SWANSON, AND HE'D FINALLY PACKED A FEW THINGS INTO 
AN OVERNIGHT BAG AND' TAKEN A TRAIN THERE. NOW, 
STANDING UPON HILLDALE'S EMPTY STATION PLATFORM, 
LISTENING TO THE TRAIN WHISTLE FADING IN THE DIS- 
TANCE AND GAZING UP AT THE ABANDONED MANSION ON 
THE FAR HILL OVERLOOKING THE SLEEPY TOWN, THE OLD 



The sheriff sat back and utup 


LAUGHED. 


.. ..POINTED THE LIT MATCH AT THE 
OLD DOC... 


PERSON f WHAT ' 
PERSON? 'TA/nY 
NO PERSON WHAT’S 
BEEN DOIN' THE 
killin's, STRANGER. 
■tain't NOTHIN' > 

TXj/unan. m 


WHAT 
j MAKES YOU 
[say THAT? 


" the facts prove IT weren't 
NO HUMAN, STRANGER. NO 
HUMAN BEING COULD'VE 
COMMITTED THE MURDERS. 

NO HUMAN BEING COULDA GOTTEN 


Jtake LILA MARTINSON, FOR 
EXAMPLE. SHE WAS THE FIRST 
T* DIE. SOMEBODY HEARD HER 
SCREAMIN' MO PHONED ME a 


''When i got there, her DOOR was LOCKED. 
FROM THE INSIDE. X HAD to BREAK IT DOWK 


She was layin' on the floor of her room in a pool of 
BLOOD. SHE LOOKED LIKE SHE'D BEEN ATTACKED BY SOME 
WILD ANIMAL... ALL TORN AND SLASHED AND CUT-LIKE... 


GOOD LORD f 


THIS WINDOW'S locked! 
TOO, SHERIFF J 


THAT'S STRANGE. IFVU THtfj 
DOOR AND WINDOW WERE ’ 
BOTH LOCKED FROM THE 
JNSIDE, MOW'D the MURDERER. 
X+m—GET IN OR OUT?^m 


Sheriff moulton stared, at the olo poc. 


Sheriff moulton puffed on his pipe.sucking the 

MATCH FLAME INTO THE BOWL TILL THE PACKED 


TOBACCO GLOWED RED. 


SO YOU SEE, STRANGER... WHEN ^ 
YOU SAY IT'S A PERSON WE'RE LOOKIN' 
FOR, YOU'RE DEAD WRONG. IT WAS 
IMPOSSIBLE FOR a PERSON TO 
GET IN OR OUT OF LILA MARTINSON'S 
ROOM ACCORDIN' T' THE EVIDENCE... 


weren't THERE *- 
ANY OTHER OPEN- 
INGS IN HER ROOM? 
A VENT OR A 
CHIMNEY FLUE? 




The sheriff puffed thoughtfully 

MOMENT AFTER THE 


The sheriff's eyes gleameo 

THE MATCH-LIGHT. ■■ 


The sheriff stared at old swan- 

SOH. THE OLD DOC STOOD UP. , ■ 


ON HIS PIPE FOR 
DOC LEFT. THEN HE CURSED AND 

IATCH TO THE FLOOR. 


f MEET ME AT THE Vl'LL BE 
BOTTOM OF MANSION \ THERE.. . 
HILL TONIGHT, SHERIFF. I I'LL^f 
I'LL SHOW YOU THEy{ THERE.. . 


WHAT ARE T I KNOW WHO YOUR " 
YOU DRIVIN' \ KILLER ^s heriff?, 
AT, STRANGER?) AND I KNOW 
WHAT DO / WHERETO 
YOU KNOW? 1 TRAP HIM^^B 


TOSSED THE 


©#X?£.' STRANGERS 


MURDERER. 


The wizened old man in the green eyeshaoeshook] 

THE OLD DOC'S HAND WARMLY. . . | 


Old doc swanson continued on down the deserted 

MAIN STREET. HIS NEXT STOP WAS A SMALL RUN-DOWN 
SHOP AT THE FAR END OF TOWN... 


MURDER, 

^ PHIL < ^4 


( WHAT BRINGS YOU BACK TO 
HILLDALE AFTER ALL THESE ' 
^ YEARS, 


T WELL, I'LL BE A 
HOG-TIED SON OF 
A SLOPPY SEA-COOK. 
IF IT AIN'T SAM 
SWANSON . . . / 


IS THIS THE EOITORIAL OFFICE 
OF THE HILLDALE CLARION... 
WRIT AND PUBLISHED EVERY 
OTHER WEEK 'CEPT JULY 
AND AUGUST BY PHIL INGRAM, 
ACE REPORTER AND CHIEF 
^TYPE-SETTER. . . 


Old PHIL INGRAM'S ^ACE DARKENED.. 
,l .<i ra’Auarxr dang uystfry this 


THE WHOLE TOWN'S CONVINCED 
THE THING THAT MURDERED 
THEM FOUR GALS WASN'T 
HUMAN, doc. COULDN'T BE^ 


| PERHAPS IT 
isn't HUMAN 
AFTER ALL, 

1 PHIL. ANYWAY, I 
| HAVE A FAVOR T* 

: ASK OF YOU... j~ 


’STRANGEST dang MYSTERY this 1 
TOWN EVER HAD, DOC. FOUR MUR- 
DERS, AND EVERYONE practically 
THE SAME. FOUR PRETTY YOUNG 
WOMEN, EACH L OCKED IN NICE AND 
TIGHT IN THE l R ROOMS WITH NO WAY 
FOR ANYBODY T' GET IN OR OUT. NOTHIN' 
HUMAN, that IS. . . AND THE N, ALL OF A . 
JVSUDDEN, THEY'RE ^>EA D 


¥ YOU TALK 
like SHERIFF 
MOULTON, 




T HE DOC POINTED TO THE ANCIENT 
EDIFICE LOOMING DARK AND FORE- 
BODING ON THE CREST OF THE Hi ll 


ALLOW ME TO INTRODUCE Y I KNEW 
MYSELF, SHERIFF. I AM I YOU 
DOCTOR SAM SWANSON. (WEREN'T A 
X UVED HERE IN HILLDALE\?7»/«/V- 
over TWENTY- FIVE YEARS) SERf 
AGO. X FIRST STARTED / NOBODY 
PRACTICIN' MEDICINE A CALLS IT 
L “V HERE... THE 

1 r BATES 

V MANSION 

I ANYMORE 


STOOO AT THE BOTTOM OF MANSION 
HILL, WAITING FOR SHERIFF MOULTON. 


YEPf/rs ME? 


WE'LL FIND THE 
FILLER UP THERE. 

SHERIFF... IN THE OH 
BATES MANSION.' 
I'M SURE or n'jf} 


•7 THE 
) BATES L? 

/ SAY... I 
’ THOUGHT 
YOU WERE 
A STRANGER 
SPHERE? ^ 


now, WHERE’S 
THE KILLER...? 


‘I WAS JUST A YOUNG SQUIRT, THEN... FRESH OUT OF 
MED SCHOOL. I'D COME TO HILLDALE TO SET UP A 
PRACTICE. ONE DAY I HAP A VISITOR. 


STARTEO UP THE HILL TOWARD THE BOARDED- 


BUT W VAT MAKES YOU 
THINK THE KILLER'LL 
BE UP THERE. DOC? / 


\ f JUST A HUNCH. SHERIFF. 
)) YOU SEE, SOMETHIN' HAP~ 

' PENED TWENTY-FIVE YEARS 
AGO... UP THERE... \H THAT 
MANSION. ..MO X THINK ITS 
v, THE ANSWER... i < 


DOCTOR SWANSON. 
DO YOU KN OW WHO 
"n I AM? 


f OF COURSE. YOU'RE AMELIA 
BATES. YOU LIVE IN THE MAN- 
SION UP ON THE HILL OUTSIDE 
jOF TOWN. YOUR HUSBAND IS 
f JOHN BATES, THE FAMOUS 
\ WORLD TRAVELER... /*] 


'Amelia bates went into hiding after that, and 

HARDLY ANYONE IN THE TOWN SAW HER, ALTHOUGH 
THEY ALL KNEW OF THE COMING EVENT. THEN, ONE 
DAY... I RECEIVED HER URGENT CALL../ 


'Amelia bates was going to have a baby.she wanted' 

ME TO BE THE ATTENDING PHYSICIAN WHEN HER TIME 


I’D BE DELIGHTED ,mrs. 
BATES. MO-CONGRATULA- 
TIONS. YOU AND YOUR 
HUSBAND MUST BE VERY / 
(to®!* HAPPY- . 


/ MY HUSBAND WILL 
f NEVER KNOW, DOCTOR. 
I JUST RECEIVED WORD 
THIS MORNING THAT HE 
HAS BEEN KILLED IN AN 
\A/RPLANE CRASH... 


7 YOU'D BETTER COME UP ^ I'LL BE RIGHT 
RIGHT AWAY. DOCTOR. I l THERE. MRS. BATES' 
^THINK-IT'S TIME... 


i&l 








‘Its HEAD was NORMAL, but its 
[ BODY AND ARMS and LESS HAD 
\ NOT DEVELOPED FULLY. MRS. 
BATES SAW THE EXPRESSION ON MY 
FACE AFTER I DELfVERED THE BABY.J 


The two men... the aged doctor 

AND THE SHERIFF... CLIMBED THE 
RICKETY OLD STEPS OF THE 
WEATHERBEATEN ABANDONED 
MANSION... 


r NO MATTER HOWUfi 
FORMED IT IS, IT IS 

\sr/LL MY BABY, < 
DOCTOR' AND HERE ) 
IT MILL STAY... \ 
I AS LONS AS IT 1 
LIVES. GIVE IT J 
L TO ME... _/-aJ 


L-j" MRsTt 

/ bates, 
WHAT should 
1 TELL THE 

TQWNS- 

Li fOLJL 


AND YOU- \ 
DELIVERED 
THE WIDOW 
BATES'S / 
CHILD, DOCV 


\ IF YOU COULD CALL ^ 
1 IT A CHILD. SHERIFF. 

) IT WAS JUST ONE OF 
/those UNFORTUNATE 
THINGS. THE CHILD 
was A MISSHAPEN 
% MONSTER - -Jt 


WHAT IS IT, DOCTOR 
[ WHAT'S WRONG * 
L/MF BABY..." 1 


CHOKE. 


‘Mrs. BATE S TOOK HEB HPHSTRQUS CHILD jN 
HER ARM8...'l vnl | rAH rr/ / AS YOU WISE 
THE TOWNSFOLK THE MRS. BATES 

BABY WAS BORN DEAD. 

will be 

OUR SECRET' YOURs£' > ^/gMWMm 1 
.AND MINE r fll J - r : \ 


TH£<100R TO THE QUO MANSION SQUEELED OPEN ON TIME- 
RUST5P HIN0ES. DOCTOR SWANSON STEPPED INSIDE. THE 

SHEQtfF FOLLOWED... 

''l SAW ThVcHILO ONCE MORE AFTER THAT. 

SHEBfF/. IT WAS 4JJST BEFORE I SOLO MY 
PRACTICE AND I.EFT HILLOALE. I CAME UP 
HERE, TO SAY S0ap*|YS TQ MRS. BATES. || 

I THE CHILD CAME JhJTCF THE KITCIJEN^-^ 

^ — X 1 1 


The octb tor' stared into the' DABM iess'OF the empty 1 ; 

DUST-LAOEN LIVING ROOM OF ~ ' 


Slithering along on its unoevelopeo hands 

AND FEET LIKE SOME WEIRD LIZARD WITH A_ 


THE QLO. MANSION, USTtNING^ 


AND YOU THINK 
THJS...THIS... . 

MONSTER- / 
CHILD IS \ 
OUR / , 

KILLER. it 

EH. DOC? 


T A CREATURE OF THAT SORT COULD GET 
J INTO A ROOM THAT is ORDINARILY 
INACCESSIBLE TO A FULLY DEVEL- 
OPED HUMAN BEING. IT COULD SLIDE 
THROUGH VENTILATION SYSTEMS... , 
COMEDOWN CHIMNEY FLUES.^^^d 





REVENGE, PERHAPS. 
THE CREATURE COULO 
HAVE BEEN IN LOVE 
WITH EACH OF THE 



WHEN IT REVEALED ITSELF 
TO THE WOMEN IT LOVED, r', 
THEY WERE DISGUSTED It 
AND REVOLTED. IT KILLED) 
THEM IN OROER to SAFE- J/ 
GUARD ITS SECRET.. M 




WHEN you LIT YOUR PIPE. 
YOU LET THE MATCH BURN 
DOWN TO YOUR FINGER . 
TIPS, you NEVER FELT A 
THE FLAME- SENSED A 

\ NO PA IN r— 


WAS RIGHT) r 


Moulton screameo, realizing that he'd been trapped, he flailed as 


HEH.HEH* YEP.KIODIES. SHERIFF " 
MOULTON WAS THE BATES MONSTER- 
CHILD IN DISGUISE. HE'D BUILT HIS 
MECHANICAL HUMAN BODY AND COME 
OUT OF HIOING, HOPING TO LEAD A 
NORMAL LIFE. THE TROUBLE WAS, 
SO HAD HIS PROSPECTIVE SPOUSES. 
WELL, TH E OLD W/TCH AWAITS WITH 
■n| HER SLOP SERV/NO, 
SO i'll turn you 

WY 0VER TO her. thanks 

I V FOR DROPPING INTO 

THE VAULT. OON'T 
l/iEsyg^M FORGET ANYTHING 
fi »' WHEN Y0U HEAVE... 

l er LEAVE.' 'Bye, ' 
l| iHL |t Ml ml NOW. REMEMBER f f 
nil lgitfi ffMDO UNTO OTHERS... 1; 


PHIL INGRAM AND THE OTHERS STRUGGLED WITH HIM ...THROWING HIM TO THE 
DUSTY MANSION FLOOR, TEARING THE CLOTHES -COVERED FRAMEWORK 
FROM HIS NECK. ..RIPPING THE ARTIFICIAL LEGS ...THE MECHANICAL 
ARMS AWAY... EXPOSING HIS HIDEOUS UNDEVELOPED I. IZARD - 
LIKE BODY... I | . , jl | J|i I I 


GOOD LORD: 


HORRIBL , 



Sheriff moulton lunged at the doctor. suddenly the 

ROOM WAS FILLED WITH THE SOUNDS OF RUNNING FOOT- 
STEPS... HOARSE CRIES... 

I’M GOING TO HAVE TO 
KILL YOU, NOW, DOCTOR... 
TO PROTECT MY 
L. SECRET... — 

' WE'VE HEARD ENOUGH, - ) LET'S W NO.' NO f 3H 
BOYS ' THE OLD DOC / GET Be ,, 





Hee.hee? and now THAT THOSE two old geezers have tempted your appetites for horror 

WITH THEIR. SHALL WE SAY. EVIL ENTREES., it's TIME FOR THE LAST COURSE... THE W/ND-UP TO V. K.'S 
PUTRID PERIODICAL. YEP... it's ME. THE OLD WITCH. MISTRESS OF THE HAUNT OF FEAR . READY TO 
serve A DELIGHTFUL DESSERT OF DELVINGS into the DELIRIOUS. READY? THEN OPEN YOUR 
MOUTH MO I'LL PUPPET IN? I CALL this SCREAM-SCOOPING... ^ 


DOWN INTO THE WRINKLES THAT ETCHED HIS FORTY- 
ODD-YEAR-OLO FACE. HIS VOICE WAS SOFT AND 

SAD AND TOUCHED W ITH LO N ELINESS... , , > 

OY/NgTu Y LITTLE STRINGED FRIENDS. 
( I'M DYING AND SHE DOESN'T CARE. SHE 
V— DOESN'T CARE AT ALL. 


Tony turned to the lifeless figures suspended 

BESIDE HIM. KOKO. THE CLOWN.. VANYA, THE BALLET 


The MARIONETTES, HANGIN 6 LIMPLY FROM THfifR RACK 
BESIDE TONY'S BEO, TURNED LAZILY IN THE NIGHT 
BREEZE THAT WAFTED THROUGH THE OPEN WINOOW. 
TONY FINGERED THEM ABSENTLY, STARING UP AT THE 
HEAVY BEAMS THAT CROSSED THE ARCHED CEILING 
ABOVE HIS HEAD. TEARS FILLEO HIS EYES AND RAN 




'I WORKED WEEKS ON YOU. ..CARVING 
YOUR HEAD, YOUR ARMS, YOUR LEGS, 
AND SEWING YOUR COSTUME...' 


THE MARIONETTES HUNG MOTIONLESS 
N OKU FOR THE BREEZE HAD FADED. 
TONY TOUCHED EACH ONE LOVINGLY, 
TUG^ilWj A SJRING HERE... THERE... 
MftKlRO KOKO WAVE GAYLY, VANYA 
KICK IMPISHLY. a . 1^ *"— 

• P "uj‘u H ~ JI L L I HAVE LEFT 

r warn uVtl* ones, all x a 

1^. j tjjggflBrr 


r REMEMBER WHEN I HADE YOU, 
KOKO . . . SO HAHY YEARS AGO. 
I THOUGHT YOU WERE THE MOST 
BEAUTIFUL MARIONETTE in . 
.the WHOLE WORLD. 



‘And after that.i made YOU. vanya, and you JOINED 
OUR SHOW, AND THE PEOPLE CHEERED YOUR GRACEFUL 
ARABESQUES.. .YOUR DAINTY PIROUETTES...' 


‘ Remember our FIRST SHOW TOGETHER? I was 
so NERVOUS. BUT WHEN THE CURTAIN WAS OPENED 
AND Y(IU WERE PERFORM !N6 AND THE AUDIENCE WAS 
LAUBHINS, i wasn't AFRAID ANYMORE...' 


‘I PULLED YOUR STRINGS AND YOU CAME ALIVE AND 
MADE ME RICH. BUT YOU COULDN'T GIVE ME WHAT 
I REALLY NEEDED, you couldn't give me LOVE- 
COMPANIONSHIP. AND THEN HOT SOMEONE WHO COULD 
GIVE ME THESE THINGS. ., ' 

/tve”of ten Admired 
( YOU.MR.ZARGONO. f 


'WE HERt. & SUCCESS, WE THREE. AND X MADE 
MORE ®F YOU. SIR THOMAS. . .THE REST of you. 

X had MORE BOOKINGS than I could FILL, but 
YOU WERE MADE OF WOOD AND CLOTH AND WORKED 
BY STRINGS AFTER THE SHOWS YOU JUST hung 
there ^SILENT, MOTIONLESS, and i was LONELY. 1 r 


'call me TONY... AND x 
will call you NORA / 




‘I FELL IN LOVE WITH NOI 
ME. SO WE WERE MARRI ED. 

~ypT7ooD LucxT^gL 

iJLlyou Tworjmk 


'Nora brought l/GHT into my dark LONELY 
LIFE. TOGETHER,**- TOUREO THE WORLD., and SHE 
SAT WITH PRESIDENTS AND KINGS AS J ENTER- 

tmnedJ^ 
ffTfr (bravo. 


HAPPY HONEYMOON f . 


YOUR HUSBAND IS T yes. 
AMAZING, 




..THIS LOVELY TUDOR MANSION 
WITH ITS STAINED-GLASS WINOOWS 
AND B EAMED CATHEDRAL CEILINGS- 


‘I WORKED HARD FOR HER. AND 
IN TURN WORKED ALL OF YOU HARD 
BUT WHEN SOMETHING WENT 
WRONG WITH ANY OF YOU, X COULD 
FIX IT. . REPAI R IT../ 


'And YOU, my faithful friends. 
YOU PERFORMED WELL FOR ME. I 
WAS ABLE TO BUY NORA EVERY - 
THI NG... JEWEL RY. . .FURS...' 
^f^UKE l^^ifs BEAUW 
NORA?^^^^ TONY.' 


IT'S ALL YOURS, 
f DARLING. 


'But there was NO REPAIRING ME when I 

BROKE DOWN. THE OOCTORS TOLD ME-/ 

YOUR HEART, MR. ZARGONO. 

' YOU CAN NEVER WORK again. 


'Nora seemed ALL BROKEN UP when i told her the 
BAD NEWS . I THOUGHT SHE WAS CONCERNED ABOUT ME- 
MY HEALTH...' — — — 


OtEVER WORK AGAIN, 
TONY? BUT WHAT WILL 
WE DO? . 


WE HAVE THE HOUSE, NORA . ‘ 
WE LL RETIRE... TAKE IT EASY- 


? ZARGONO. n 



7 & 



‘I WENT INTO FORCED RETIRE- 
MENT. BOOKINGS were CAN- 
CELLED... CONTRACTS TORN UP. 
THE GREAT TONY ZAR60N0... 

THE MASTER PUPPETEER.. WAS 
HUNG AWAY LIKE ONE OF HIS 
OWN MARIONETTES^.' 


'Nora tried to nurse me back 

TO HEALTH. SHE CALLED IN DOC- 
TOR AFTER DOCTOR, BUT THEY 
ALL SHOOK THEIR HEADS. .' 


Bills piled up. our sayings 

WENT. NORA WAS FORCED TO SELL 
HER JEWELRY.. .HER FURS... HER 

C AR. She GREW CO LD..:_ . 

'nora^DON r^BE^YALL RIGHT, i 
ANGRY f I KNOW ) tony/ ALL I 
HOW YOU LOVED ) RIGHT f LET'S 
YOUR PRETTY NOT TALK | 

THINGS, BUT! CAN'T \ ABOUT IT? i 


IF HE WORKS AGAIN, IT WILL , 
KILL HIM. EVEN AN EMOTIONAL 
SHOCK... A ^ 


IT'S NICE HERE IN THE - /YES. 
SUN , ISN'T IT, NORA? 


* Soon, all that was left was THIS HOUSE 
and YOU ... MY STRINGED FRIENDS. NORA tried 
to MAKE ME SELL YOU ALSO... BUT THAT, I 

REFUSED TO DO^ _ ^ ^ 

I^NO, NORA f NOT MARIONETTES' J BUT we\ 
NOW THAT I'M BEDRIDDEN, THEY j NEED THE 
. HELP PASS THE TIME... J — "Y MONEY f 
Wtv iv Y0U ' RE < 

\fSjg RIDICULOUS f 


‘I WAS DYING. I KNEW IT. BUT I COULO FACE DEATH. 
NORA was BESIDE ME. NOR A. ..MY WIFE..VHO LOVED 
me. AS LONG AS I BELIEVED THAT, I COULD face ANY- 
THING ■./ „ ^ ^ v- 

’DA RUNG NORA. YOU'VE / DON'T KID YOURSELF, TONY f 1 
L MADE MY LIFE J I NEVER LOVED YOU F I 
[COMPLETE. KNOWING^? LOVED THE THINGS YOU - 
l YOU LOVE me HAS.-J^^rr could GIVE me.- 


'Then, NORA TOLD ME the TRUTH, she stood 
BESIDE MY BED AND TOLD ME-TONIGHT. . ' 
^TiORaTti hkTX^YOUIiEAR^ME? Tmarried^ - 
ARE YOU SAYING?) YOU FOR YOUR MONEY? THAT'S 
LILLY YOUR MONEY.' YOU 
COULD GIVE ME PRETTY THINGS, 
AND I WANTED PRETTY THINGS. . 

r'?L^wlr S0 1 p ^/rRH PN act... 


Her eyes were filled with HATE ano her mouth 
was twisted into a SCORNFUL SNEER AS SHE SPEWED 

f orth her INVECTIVE. 

/ "ACTUALLY, \ I DESPISED you? I LOATHED YOU...YOUR 
J TOUCH ... YOUR CARESS... YOUR KISS? BUT WHILE YOU / 
G/VEUI WHAT I LIKED, I TOLERATED YOU- A 


IN MY CHEST 



'And as she raveo, i felt the pain 
GROW IN INTENS I TY-' 

''when you got 'sick, l STUCK AROUND.’ 
I THOUGHT you MIGHT GET better? ^ 
NOW.. WHEN I THINK OF THE r/MEjM 

7 I'VE WASTED... 


‘The PAIN ...GROWING UNTIL IT FELT AS IF A STEEL VISE 
WERE CRUSHING MY HEART BETWEEN ITS POWERFUL 


'DON'T YOU LIKE THE 
TRUTH, TONY? DON'T 
YOU ? WELL, NOW s- 
YOU KNOW? I've £ 
HATED YOU FROhM 
THE BEGINNING ...(3 


NORA... CHOKE... 
YOU'RE KILLING 
L. HE? 


'The attack came...just as the doctors had 

DICTED. NORA STO&D THERE, HER FACE A STONE 
WATCHING ME WRITHE..' - 


AN I, SUCKER? AM I KILLING 
YOU? WELL THAT'S WHAT I J 
WANT TO DO. I'D LIKE TO BE 
FREE or YOU... WHILE I'M 
— STILL YOUNG... TgT.sgi 


’And i've been lying here, waiting ...listening... 

HOPING SHE'D RETURN... HOPING TO AWAKEN FROM THIS 
BAD DREAM. THE ATTACK HAS PASSED, AND I FEEL 
MYSELF FADIN G.. .KNOW ING I AM DYING;/^- , 


OUT... LAUGHING. 



The breeze coming 


the open window stirred 

THE SUSPENDED FIGURES AS TONY CLOSED HIS EYES.. 


IONETTES HANGING BESIDE HIM. 


MURMURING SADLY. 


SO... YOU'RE ALL I HAVE LEFT NOW. 
LITTLE ONES. ALL I HAVE. ..SOB... 

’ LEFT. SHE WONT BE BACK 


And AFTER A WHILE HE SLEPT. 


She glided toward 


SOUND MADE TONY OPEN HIS EYES. 


She fell to her 


KNEES BESIDE HIS 
HE reached out, TOUCHING HER 


HE LOOKED TOWARD THE DOORWAY 
OF HIS BEDROOM. SHE STOOD 
THERE, SILHOUETTED IN THE HALL 
LIGHT. . a 


REACHED FOR THE LIGHT SHE 
PUT HER HAND ON HIS.SHAKING 
HER HEAD... 


r ARE THOSE TEARS, NORA? A RE I 
YOU CRYING 9 IS THAT why A 
YOU WON'T LET ME TURN ON 
w THE LIGHTS 


BUT I CAN ' T SEE YOU f 
OR DON’T YOU WANT ME 
^ TO SEE YOU ? 


NONA/ 



She NODDED, KISSI NG HIS HAN0.HER BODY HEAVING 

WITH PITIFUL QUIET SOBS 

^^^OH,NORAf YOU DIDN'T MEAN WHAT 
■ YOU SAID, DID YOU<? YOU'RE SON NY f 
■^^JOUVE COME BACK TO TELL ME . . . A 


NORA..NORA...I KNEW YOU LOVED ME? 

Z KNEW /T... DON'T say anything ' . 
m THERE'S NO NEED'*—-^^m 




He took her in his arms, kissing 

HER SOFT WET LIPS .. . WHISPERING .. 


' I'M GLAD YOU CAME TO ME, 
NORA . I‘M GLAD YOU 
WOULON'T LET ME D/E , 
BELIEVING YOU DIDN'T J 

w love me... 


COVE TO ME...OARUNG. 
MAKE MY LAST H/6HT 
COMPLETE.. 


1 AM GOING TO OIE TONIGHT, 

' NORA' 1 KNOW IT f BUT I - 
’CAN DIE HAPPY now. my dear- 
est, KNOWING THAT YOU DO * 
love me.. J tw r w/ TB: 



After a while tony lay back upon his pillow, 

GAZING UP INTO THE DARKNESS. GASPING FOR BREATH. 


They found nora and tony lying side by side the 

NEXT MORNING. THEY WERE BOTH DEAD. TONY HAD 
DIED HAPPILY DURING THE NIGHT, A SMILE UPON HlS 


But NORA HAD DIED MUCH EAPLIEN... VIOLENTLY. SHE LAY WITH THE 
BLOOD THAT HAD been MISTAKEN FOP TEARS NOW DP/ED upon 
HER CHEEKS. SHE LAY, LIMPLY, BESIDE TONY, THE P/G/D D/SMEMBEPED 
SECTIONS OF HEP BODY HELD T06ETHEP BY TINY HINGES 
SCREWED INTO THE JOINT-BONES, countless FINE. ALMOST 
INVISIBLE. STRINGS RAN from EACH MOVABLE SECTION TO the 
CEILING BEAM over THE BED. THE MARIONETTE PACK was EMPTY. 
THE GRINNING MARIONETTES WERE FOUND SPRAWLED UPON THE BEAM, 
NORA'S STRINGS TIED TO their LIFELESS. — 


hee.hee . NOW THEPES A STORY . 
THAT TUGS AT THE HEARTSTRINGS.) 
EH. KIDDIES? SO NORA HAD TONY 1 
ON THE POPES... AND TONY'S MAR- 
IONETTES HAD POPES ON HEP. 

WELL, I’LL HAVE THE OLD PEW- 
POT SEETHING ONCE MORE IN MY 
OWN MAG, THE 
'> HAUNT OF FEAR, 
WHEN... ( AS THE 
SIDE OF BEEF SAID J 
TO HIS OLD RANGE- 2 
PAL HANGING NEXT ] 

TO HIM IN THE 

'BUTCHER'S ICE-' 
BOX).. 'WE MEAT.. 
AGAIN' 


— THE END- 


They claim 


this coupon 


brings you 
“good luck" 



“Six months after mailing the 

_ ** dt rnnnnn I 


fm '** coupon, I had a promotion 
O/ and a big raise in pay I' 


‘From the moment I marked the 
coupon, my luck changed!" 

i "My break came 
when I sent the coupon!" 


■■■ V;. 


That* statements ere typical! I.C.S. get* letter* 
like these regularly. Coupon senders report pay 
raises. Others win important promotions or new, 
interesting assignments. Still others find happiness, 
job security, opportunities never dreamed possible 

Is It LUCK? The results are so impres- 
sive, so quick in coming, that some say 
the I.C.S. coupon is “lucky.” Of course, 
that’s not true. The real reason for these 
amazing results is what happens to the person when 
he or she mails the coupon. 

Coupon It first ttepl Naturally, you want to make 
good. But you’ve put off doing something about it. 
Mailing this coupon is definite action/ It shows you’re 
fed up with waiting for the breaks. You’re deter- 
mined to make your own breaks! And this determi- 
nation alone accounts for much of the “luck” you’ll 
start to experience. 

you get free guidance! Within a few 
v\ HnP\ days you get the helpful and inspiring 
36-page book, “How to Succeed." It’s 
V.M(r crammed with information. For ex- 
''cJftJ ample, it tells you in detail how to 
plan your career. Also how to prepare for advance- 
ment. In addition, you get a free catalog on the I.C.S. 
course that interests you. With your new-found de- 
termination and these two books as your guides, 
you’re ready to cash in on your hidden abilities! 

391 I.C.S. courses! You'll find a partial list of 
courses in the coupon below. Each course is up-to- 
date, extremely practical, completely success-tested. 
You study in your spare time. Set your own pace. 
Correspond directly with instructors. Cost is low. 
Diplomas are awarded to graduates. I.C.S. training 
rates high in all fields of business and industry. You 
won’t find another school like it. 

Call it being "lucky” or being "smart.” What- 
r ever it is, you're one step closer to your goal 
when you mail this famous coupon! 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


art 

S Commercial Art 
Mamins and Be 
Illustrating 
□ Cartooning 
□ Show Card 
□ Fashion Ilf 


3 Faihion Illustrating 
AUTOMOTIVE 

□ Automobile. Mechanic 
Q Auto-Elec. Technician 

□ Auto Body Rebuilding 
and Refin ijhmg 

□ Diesel— Gas Engines 
AVIATION 


cost or obligation, 

□ Heating 

□ Steam Fitting 
D Air Conditioning 

□ Electrician 
BUSINESS 

Sign Lettering □ Business Administration 


□ Certified Pul.. 

□ Accounting 

S Bookkeeping 
Stenography a 


BUILDING 

3 Architecture 
3 Arch Drafting 
3 Building Contractor 
J Estnnaling 

3 Carpenter and Mill Work 
3 Carpenter Foreman 
3 Reading Blueprints 
3 House Planning 


□ Federal Tax 

a Business Corresponded 
Personnel and Labor Relations 
mg Jr □ Advertising 
nlc □ Retail Busin 

inaging Sr 

les Management 


BOX 2465, SCRANTON 9, PENNA. 

d me "HOW to SUCCEED" and the booklet about the course I 

SShI»KS u “ L a 

□ Civil Engineering 

□ Structural Engineering 

□ Surveying and Mapprn 

□ Structural Drafting 

□ Highway Engineering 

□ Reading Blueprints 

□ Concrete Construction 

□ Sanitary Engineering 
DRAFTING 

□ Aircraft Drafting 
1-1 Architectural Dralting 

Electrical Drafting 


Accountant 


I Typing 


L 8 Sett. - 

□ Commercial 

□ Good English 
MECHANICAL 
AND SHOP 

O Mechanical Engineering 


li I have marked X: 

□ Stationary Steam Engineering 

□ Stationary Fireman 

RADIO, TELEVISION, 

rnMMlimr&Tinue 


Bfi£ 


□ Managing Small Busmi 

3 Sales Manag * 

3 Salesmanshi 


Management l, 


I Mine Surv 


. 


□ f raffle Management 
CHEMISTRY 

i . Lie fngineenni! 

Q Chemistry 

□ Analytical Chemistry 

§ Petroleum -Hal'l Gas 
Pulp and Paper Making 
Plastics 


5 Electrical Engineering 
Electrician 

Electrical Maintenance 
Electrical Dralti 
Electric Power i 
□ Lineman 

HIGH SCHOOL 
□ High School Subjects 


ight 


Q Tool Desig.. 

D Industrial I 

O Machine Shop Inspection 

□ Reading Blueprints 

□ Toolmaking 

□ Gas-Electric Welding 

□ Heat Treatment-Metallura 

□ Sheet Metal Work 

D Sheet Metal Pattern Draft, 

□ Refrigeration 
POWER 

G Combustion Engineering 
Q Diesel -Electric 

□ Electric Light and Power 


J Telephone Work 
RAILROAD 
G Locomotive Engineer 

□ Diesel Locomotive 

□ Air Brakes p Car Inspector 

□ Railroad Administration 
TEXTILE 

□ Textile Engineering 

S Cotton Manufacture 
Rayon Manolactuit 
P Woolen Manufacture 
Q Loom Flung 
g Q Finishing and Dyeing 

YEAR OF THE SIX 
MILLIONTH STUDENT 


□ If under 18, check here for booklet A. 





Nobody ever before set il 

amazing new Television Bank ! Yo 
whole gang will be begging you for 
look at this new midget wonder! 


LIGHTS UP THE MINUTE YOU DROP 
COIN! Just click a penny, nickel, dime 
or quarter into top slot. Instantly your 
grand new Television Bank lights up 
—in a big. BIG way! In a split second, 
the screen leaps into dazzling life! 

AND WOWI WHAT A PICTUREI 

Whether you go for "zowie” shows 
(fights and such) or want a dream 
dance-team or peppy cartoon, you've 
got them — and MORE — right on this 
miracle Television Bank! What's 
more, shining convex lens over screen 


TURN OF KNOB SHOWS NEXT EXCIT- 
ING PICTUREI When you've looked 
your admiring fill at one picture, just 
turn center knob for next thrill-packed 
''show." Light goes out automatically 
as new picture appears! To light new 
picture, bank another coin. No less 
than SIX exciting pictures in all — 
a fight, dramatic dance team, tense 
rodeo scene, hilarious cartoon, swell 
figure skater and circus clown with 
his trick dog ! 

PUTS YOU "IN THE MONEY" — AND 
FASTI Your savings pile up PLENTY 
FAST— and with this marvelous new 
Television Bank! None of your 
friends, relatives or chance visitors 
can resist depositing enough to see the 


t for letting them 


complete show 
derful pictures 
REAL MONEY j 
look! 


IT'S A HONEY — IN EVERY DETAILI 

You'll be the envy of all your friends 
with grand new- Television Bank! A 
console model, it's an exact miniature 
of the most expensive sets. Complete 
even to the handsomely painted-on 
speaker grille and dials. All metal 
ruggedly built bank, x 4~, has 

smart mahogany finish. Automatic 
screen light powered by efficient, 
replaceable battery. GUARANTEED 
TO DELIGHT YOU. bank comes 
complete with bulb, battery and strong 
key for opening and emptying out 
your wealth of savings. 


. . BE THE FIRST IN YOUR CROWD TO HAVE THIS WONDERFUL 


NEW TELEVISION BANK! send no monevi order yours today' 


NEWEST DECORATOR S NOTE 
TO ALL DOLL HOUSE OWNERS! 

Nothing is so truly luxurious for the modern doll 
house! This beautiful new Television Bank is the 
last work in elegance — matches all styles of fur- 
niture — makes a stunning addition to your dolls' 
living room! You'll love it. and so will all your 

SEAGEE CO., 2 Allen St.. Dept. EC* New York 2. N. Y. 


SEAGEE CO., Dept. EC-2. 

2 Allen Street, New York 2, N. Y. 

Please rush me my TELEVfSION BANK. I agree to pay post- 
man $1.98 plus few cents postage with understanding that 
if I am not delighted I may return bank in 5 days for full 
refund of purchase price. 


Address. 


ru. 


□ 1 enclos 

$2.00. You pay postage. Same money-back guarantee. ' 




MEN! WOMEN! take orders for famous 

NytONS GUARANTEED 9ms. 


NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE 

CANVASSING REQUIRED 


Our unusual plan is a sure-fire money maker! Sensational Guar- 
antee is creatine a tremendous demand for Wil-knit Nylons! Mrs. 
Nellie Gail of Iowa started out with me and made $48.89 the very 
first week in just her spare hours. Mrs. Agnes McCall, of South Caro- 
lina. did even better. Her spare time in her very first week brought her 
earnings of $95.56. Mrs. Walter Simmons of New York turned her 
’.pare time into earnings of $92.82 her first week out. THESE EXCEP- 
TIONAL EARNINGS FOR JUST SPARE TIME and in the very 
first week give you an idea of the possibilities! 

GUARANTEED AGAINST Hans. Wear and Even Snags 

Why is it so easy for Wil-knit Salespeople to get orders? I'll tell you 
—It's because we stand back of Wil-knit Nylons with the most amaz- 
ing guarantee you have ever heard of. Your customers can wear out 
their hose. They can develop runs. They can even snag them. No mat- 
ter what happens to make Wil-knit Nylons unwearable . . . within 9 
months, depending on quantity . . . we replace them free of charge 
under terms of our guarantee. No wonder women are anxious to 
buy Wil-knit! And no wonder it is easy to quickly build up a fine and 
STEADY year around income. Earnings start immediately. Look at 
these exceptional- figures — Lillian A. Bronson of Georgia made $80.60 
first week spare time. Ethel Cameron of Michigan, $64.14. Sabine 
Fisher, New York, reports earnings of $70.10 under our unusual plan 
just fcrr spare time in her first week. Mrs. Edward Leo of Minn., in 
writing to thank us for the new Plymouth she received, also reports: 
"I actually earned $12.00 in twenty minutes by the clock. I actually 
couldn't believe I earned that much until I re-checked my figures.” 

I AND 


A CAR IN 4 MONTHS-AND UP TO 


DAY “I cannot express my 
leautiful new Chevrolet. I was a 
it is a reality and I thank you 
earned this car in just_four short 


NEW CAR GIVEN- or if you 

CAR YOU CAN CET A 
ON OUR “TRADE-IN” PLAN 


A-6138 Midway, GREENFIELD, OHIO 

Please rush all facts about your guaranteed hosiery money- 
making plan and NEW CAR offer. Everything you send me 


SEND NO MONEY! 


JUST NAMI 
HOSE SIZE. . . 

SIMPLY MAIL COUPON. When you send for Selling Outfit. I also send your 
choice of Nylons or Socks for your personal use. Just rush your name for the 
facts about the most sensational line of hosiery for men. women and children 
ever offered. Your friends and neighbors will admire you and this unusual 
selection of moBt beautiful hosiery! Just mail coupon or postal card now. and 
learn at once how you. too. can earn big money in FULL or SPARE TIME 
and qualify for an EXTRA BONUS and a > j // 

New Car over and above your cash earnings. tVOMiH 

WIL-KNIT HOSIERY CO., Inc.. A 6138 Midway Greenfield, Ohio 


| ADDRESS... 
|^CITY 


ONLY YOUR' 
SPARE 
TIME 
NFFnrn 


Look At Those Exceptional 
FIRST WEEK SPARE TIME EARNINGS 

Space permits mentioning only these few exceptional cases, 
but they give you an idea of the BIG MONEY that is pos- 
sible in just spare time starting the very first week. 




